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“I won my fame 
And wide acclaim 
For Lackawanna’s 
Splendid name 
By keeping bright 
And snowy white 
Upon the Road 
of Anthracite” 
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f7he name “Phoebe Snow” and “The 
Road of Anthracite” are synonymous 
because in the early days coal was 
closely identified with the origin of the 
Lackawanna Railroad and anthracite 
was burned exclusively in all of its 
passenger locomotives. So general was 
the appreciation by the traveling public 
of the importance of this feature that 
Phoebe Snow, the Lackawanna’s imper¬ 
sonation of this idea, became in the pub¬ 
lic’s mind the synonym of cleanliness in 
travel. 

In keeping with modern progress, 






















coaches, Pullmans and diners in Lacka¬ 
wanna limited trains have been air-con¬ 
ditioned and suburban trains electrified. 
The cleanliness resulting from the burn¬ 
ing of anthracite is today enjoyed 
through air-conditioned equipment and 
electrified trains. The Lackawanna, the 
route of Phoebe Snow, is still one of 
America’s great anthracite carrying rail¬ 
roads. 








IS THERE SUCH 
A PERSON AS 


PL oebe nous ? 


“Is there such a person as Phoebe 
Snow?” is a question that is asked al¬ 
most daily, and in view of the wonderful 
popularity of this famous lady this 
curiosity as to her identity is only 
natural. 

While the advertising character of 
Phoebe Snow, as shown in the car cards 
and newspapers some forty years ago, 
was the creation of an artist’s fancy, to 
the traveling public she has become 
almost a living personage. 

Phoebe Snow, through her jingles 
bearing tribute to the burning of anthra¬ 
cite in all of the Lackawanna’s passen¬ 
ger locomotives, had become in the 
public’s mind the synonym of cleanliness 
in travel. 






The idea of a series of advertising 
jingles exploiting the adventures of a 
girl dressed in white typifying such 
cleanliness, was originated by the Ad¬ 
vertising Department of the Lacka¬ 
wanna Railroad, about 1900, and was 
continued up to World War No. 1, 
when the railroads of the country were 
placed under Federal control, and bi¬ 
tuminous coal was substituted for hard 
coal, or anthracite in Lackawanna pas¬ 
senger locomotives. 

At the start of the Phoebe Snow cam¬ 
paign of advertising, the verses were 
parodies on the familiar nursery jingles, 
“Here is the maiden all forlorn 
Who milked the cow with crum¬ 
pled horn.” 

The first one of the series being as 
follows: 

“Here is the maiden all in lawn 
Who boarded the train one early 
morn 

That runs on Road of Anthracite 
And when she left the train that 
night 






She found to her surprised delight 

Hard coal had kept her dress still 
bright.” 

Owing to the limited number of char¬ 
acters in this nursery epic, this meter 
was abandoned and a new form of verse 
adopted. For the sake of euphony and 
because of its obvious rhyming possibili¬ 
ties, the “maiden” was given the name 
of Phoebe Snow. 

Years of publicity have resulted in 
giving “Phoebe” a foremost place among 
the characters in America’s advertising 
hall of fame. Phoebe still lives in the 
minds of Lackawanna travelers and 
shippers, and recently the Lackawanna 
revived the name “Phoebe Snow” by 
painting on the side of box cars the in¬ 
scription “Lackawanna—The Route of 


Phoebe Snow.” 









now 



Says Phoebe Snow 
About to go, 

Upon a trip 
To Buffalo 
“My gown stays white 
From morn till night 
Upon the Road of Anthracite.” 

☆ 


The man in blue 
Now helps her through, 

And tells her when 
Her train is due. 

“He’s so polite. 

They do things right 
Upon the Road of Anthracite.” 






Miss Phoebe Snow 
Has stopped to show 
Her ticket at 
The gate, you know, 

The guard, polite, 

Declares it right. 

Of course— 

It’s Road of Anthracite. 

☆ 

Now Phoebe Snow 
Direct can go 
From Thirty-third 
To Buffalo. 

From Broadway bright 
The “Tubes” run right 
Into the Road of Anthracite. 

☆ 

Each cut and fill 
’Cross dale and hill 
Has made “The Shortest” 

Shorter still. 

Like arrow’s flight 
I now delight 
To speed o’er 
Road of Anthracite. 

☆ 

With dimpling face 
All full of grace 
Fair Phoebe pictures 
In a daze 

That journey bright 
When clad in white 
She used the Road of Anthracite. 





Says Phoebe—“You 
Have travelled too, 

On many roads— 

And find it true 
That all that’s bright 
And best, unite 

Upon the Road of Anthracite.” 

☆ 

Says Phoebe Snow: 

“I see you know, 

(As mothers should) 

The way to go 
To keep the children 
Clean and bright 
Upon the Road of Anthracite. 

☆ 


Yes, Phoebe, I 
Can now see why 
The praises of 
This road you cry. 

My gloves are white 
As when last night 
We took the Road of Anthracite. 


☆ 


Her laundry bill 
For fluff and frill 
Miss Phoebe finds 
Is nearly nil 
It’s always light 
Though gowns of white 
Are worn on Road of Anthracite. 






When “Made” they say 
“In U.S.A.” 

They mean the Maid 
Who’s made away 
With travel’s blight 
Both day and night 
In Using Simply Anthracite. 

☆ 


Like aeroplanes 
My favorite trains 
O’er top the lofty 
Mountain chains. 

There’s cool delight 
At such a height 
Upon the Road of Anthracite. 


☆ 


Here Phoebe may 
By night or day 
Enjoy her book 
Upon the way— 

Electric light 
Dispels the night 
Upon the Road of Anthracite. 


☆ 

A glance will show 
Why Phoebe Snow 
Prefers this route to Buffalo. 

And Phoebe’s right 
No route is quite 
So short as Road of Anthracite. 





When nearly there 
Her only care 
Is but to smooth 
Her auburn hair, 

Her face is bright 
Her frock still white 
Upon the Road of Anthracite. 

☆ 


On time the trip 
Ends without slip 
And Phoebe 
Sadly takes her grip 
Loath to alight, 

Bows left and right, 

“Goodbye, dear Road of 
Anthracite.” 

☆ 

Miss Snow commends 
Her road to friends 
To one and all 
This message sends: 

“No route brings quite 
As much delight 
As cleanly Road of Anthracite.” 

☆ 

It’s time to go with Phoebe Snow 
Where banks of rhododendron blow 
In pink and white on every height 
Along the Road of Anthracite. 





It’s time to go 
Where records show 
It’s cooler ten 
Degrees or so 
By Fahrenheit 
Each Summer Night 
Along the Road of Anthracite. 

☆ 

Miss Phoebe’s there 
Don’t you know where? 

Why, Water Gap on the Delaware. 
Good sport in sight, 

Both day and night; 

Go by the Road of Anthracite. 

☆ 


A birch canoe 
And Phoebe too, 

Already there 
To welcome you. 

The season’s right 
The distance slight 
Upon the Road of Anthracite. 

☆ 

The wondrous sight 
Of mountain height 
At Water Gap 
Brings such delight 
She must alight 
To walk a mite 

Beside the Road of Anthracite. 






Goodbye to Care! 

It’s time to share 
With Phoebe Snow 
The mountain air, 

The towering height 
And vistas bright 
Which mark The Road of 
Anthracite. 

☆ 

Each passing look 
At nook or brook 
Unfolds a fly¬ 
ing picture book 
Of landscape bright, 

Or mountain height, 

Beside the Road of Anthracite. 

☆ 

The evening flies 
Till Phoebe’s eyes 
Grow sleepy under 
Mountain skies. 

Sweet dreams all night 
Are hers, till light 
Dawns on the Road of 
Anthracite. 

☆ 

A coach or sleigh 
Was once the way 
Of reaching Home 
On Christmas Day. 

Now—Phoebe’s right 
You’ll expedite 

The trip by Road of Anthracite. 






If up the Bay 
He came today 
And asked to learn 
“The Shortest Way” 

Each wise polite 
Manhattanite 
Would answer 
“Road of Anthracite.” 

☆ 

(Hudson sailed into New York harbor 
—he was seeking the “Northwest Pas¬ 
sage" Shortest Way to the IVest.) 

☆ 

These are the views disclosed to sight 
Of Water Gap and mountain height 
That lie on the Road of Anthracite. 

☆ 

If custom bars 
From Buffet Cars 
Where men may read 
And smoke cigars, 

Miss Snow is quite 
Convinced ’tis right 
Upon the Road of Anthracite. 

☆ 

No trip is far 
Where comforts are. 

An Observation 
Lounging Car 
Adds new delight 
To Phoebe’s flight 
Along the Road of Anthracite. 






This scene reveals 
A chef on wheels 
With care preparing 
Phoebe’s meals. 

He, too, wears white 
From morn till night 
Upon the Road of Anthracite. 

☆ 

Now that I see 
How spotlessly 
Your kitchen’s kept 
It seems to me 
It gives one quite 
An appetite 

This cleanly Road of Anthracite. 

☆ 

A cozy seat 
A dainty treat 
Make Phoebe’s 
Happiness complete 
With linen white 
And silver bright 
Upon the Road of Anthracite. 

☆ 


To do her share 
Miss Phoebe fair 
Selects her food 
With watchful care. 
Though appetite 
Be large or slight 
No waste on Road of 
Anthracite. 





Her appetite, 

By no means light, 

Finds in her lunch 
A new delight, 

With linen white, 

And prices right, 

Upon the Road of Anthracite. 

☆ 

Not far apart 
From Nature’s heart 
Miss Phoebe plies 
Her skillful art 
Both appetite 
And mountain height 
Are reached by Road of 
Anthracite. 

☆ 

On railroad trips 
No other lips 
Have touched the cup 
That Phoebe sips. 

Each cup of white 
Makes drinking quite 
A treat on Road of Anthracite. 

☆ 

Miss Snow draws near 
The cab to cheer 
The level-headed 
Engineer, 

Whose watchful sight 
Makes safe her flight 
Upon the Road of Anthracite. 






Devoid of fear 
With roadbed clear 
Miss Phoebe with 
The Engineer 
Notes green and white 
Of signal light 
’Tis the safe Road of 
Anthracite. 

☆ 

If Phoebe’s cause 
Has won applause 
The Fireman knows 
That it’s because 
With all his might 
On fires bright 
He shovels only 
Anthracite. 

☆ 

Among the crew 
The Hagman, too, 

With Phoebe’s trip 
Has much to do, 

His flag and light 
Guide her aright 
Upon the Road of Anthracite. 

☆ 

’Tis evident 
His whole intent 
Is guarding her 
From accident 
So Phoebe’s quite 
Convinced “all’s right” 

Upon the Road of Anthracite. 





Miss Snow you see 
Was sure to be 
The object of 
Much courtesy, 

For day or night 
They’re all polite 
Upon the Road of Anthracite. 

☆ 

Miss Snow you may see, 

Through clicking key, 

The Train Dispatcher’s 
Mastery 
Of every light 
That guards her flight 
Upon the Road of Anthracite. 


☆ 

Miss Snow may scan 
Through journey’s span 
Each keen and faithful 
Tower-man, 

Whose levers bright 
Are swung aright 
Upon the Road of Anthracite. 


☆ 

On time with clock, 

On bed of rock, 

The train rides free 
From jar or shock. 

’Tis comfort quite 
“To read or write 
Upon the Road of Anthracite.” 





Says Phoebe Snow: 

“The miners know 
That to hard coal 
My fame I owe, 

For my delight 
In wearing white 
Is due alone to 
Anthracite.” 

☆ 

This is the Maiden all in Lawn, 

Who boarded the train one early morn 
That runs on the Road of Anthracite 
And when she left the train that night 
She found to her surprised delight 
Hard coal had kept her dress still bright. 

☆ 

This is the bed of ballast rock 
That keeps the trains from jar and shock 
Past Water Gap and mountain height 
That lie on the Road of Anthracite. 

☆ 

These are the signals prompt and true 
That make the journey safe for you 
Over the bed of ballast rock 
That keeps the trains from jar and shock 
That smoothly run both day and night 
On the dustless Road of Anthracite. 

☆ 

This is the swain all shaven and shorn 
Who wooed the maiden all in lawn 
Because her gown untravelworn 
Delighted his fastidious sight 
All on the Road of Anthracite. 







This is the Priest in gown and band 
Who marries the couple out of hand 
Who said they fell in love at sight 
Because each looked so fresh and bright 
On the dustless Road of Anthracite. 

☆ 

This is the waiter, suave, polite 
Who laid the table clean and white 
That held the wedding feast that night 
For priest, and swain, and maid in lawn 
Who boarded the train one early morn 
A trip made safe for them and you 
By signals prompt and ballast true 
On the dustless Road of Anthracite. 

☆ 

While some may wait 
And hesitate 
To bring their stations 
Up to date 

They’re new and bright 
When you alight 
From off The Road of 
Anthracite. 

☆ 

The stars now peep 
At her asleep, 

While trackmen keen 
Their night watch keep, 

For Phoebe’s flight 
Must be all right 
Upon the Road of Anthracite. 







Phoebe says 
And Phoebe knows 
That smoke and cinders 
Spoil good clothes 
’Tis thus a pleasure 
And delight 

To take the Road of Anthracite. 


☆ 

“Although compelled 
To widely roam 

And leave the comforts of a home, 
Like you, I find 
Them day and night 
Upon the Road of Anthracite.” 

☆ 

When Sam his nightly trip does make 
And leaves behind a shining wake 
Of shoes, Miss Snow’s he muses o’er 
Then sets them softly on the floor: 
“Dem slippahs sho’lv do stay white 
On dis heah Road 0 ’ Anthracite.” 

☆ 


An hour’s ride 
And she’s beside 
Niagara Falls 
Of fame world wide— 
Her garb of white 
Remains just right 
She thanks the Road 
Of Anthracite. 







Additional copies may be obtained upon 
request to Passenger Traffic Department, 
Lackawanna Railroad, 140 Cedar Street, 
New York 6, N. Y. 
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